Flash of an Eye; Magic of a Name
the beginning of a campaign to find that he could not sit
any length of time comfortably on a horse.
Still, except in odd moments, he refused to admit the
existence of any of these handicaps. And as news of the
foe's march on his borders reached him, he became fairly
happy. The primary qualities with which a man has been
endowed are the first to assert themselves, the last to fail
him. He had been organizer, orator, lawgiver, diplomat,
statesman, builder and emperor; but he had been born,
and was still, preeminently the soldier. And now that he
could put behind him for a while all these parliamentary
problems which, these months, he had not handled with his
old adroitness, something of his former confidence was re-
born. His body might fail; but the conqueror's vision
was still keen. In the field he would redeem himself. At
least, he so reassured himself, as do all the old champions.
On June 14 of this year of 1815, his traveling car-
riage was brought from the palace dependencies to the
courtyard of the Tuileries. It was equipped with changes
of uniform and linen, portfolios of papers, dressing and
shaving cases, maps, salts, lotions,  sweet-oils, pistols,
books, and his gem-hilted sword of Austerlitz. The army
had started ahead. It was not the old army in either
spirit or numbers. Four hundred and seventy thousand
men had been levied, but only a hundred and twenty thou-
sand were ready for the field. And there was a dearth of
able commanders. Of the faithful, Prince Eugene was held
at Vienna; Masslna was too old for service; and Muiron,
Desaix, Stengel, Kleber, Leclerc, Joubert, Saint-Hilaire,
Lasalle, Lannes, Junot, Bessieres, and Duroc had passed
on. Of the competent who had betrayed him, Bernadotte
was fighting with his foes; Moreau had been slain; Auge-
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